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"Nope," Lars says emphatically. "Nuh uh. No fucking way: 

Lars strides out of the living room of the hotel suite and moves into the bedroom, James hot on his heels. 
"Please," James insists. "| hardly ever ask you to something car related" 

"Hal" Lars retorts. "Two thousand eight you dragged me along to that stupid fucking car show" 


"Because you owed me for dragging me along to those art exhibitions in New York and DC," James reminds him. 


"And two months ago in fucking Melbourne." 


"Plus there was Orion. Two fucking days of bikes and cars. Ugh!" 


"Lars, please," James tries again. "Kirk and Rob are going." 
"What'd you have to do to twist their arms?" 

"| twisted their arms," James smirks. 

"Fucker," Lars mumbles. 

"Who knows? You might actually have something resembling fun 


"Yeah, right," Lars snorts. "It's just so much fun watching a bunch of noisy fucking cars driving around in 


circles for an hour." 
"Two hours." 


"Aargh!!!" Lars says exasperated as he grabs two small handfuls of hair and flops back down on the king-size 
bed. 


"IIl tell ya what," James says as he stands in front of Lars and looks down at him. 
"What?" Lars mumbles. 
"You come to the Grand Prix and stay until the end, and | will make it worth your while afterwards." 


Lars looks up at James, a devilish plotting look in his eye. "I'll tell you what, Hetfield. You convince me right 
here, right now to go with you to Bahrain, and you make it worth my while afterwards." 


"Deal," James grinned. 


Lars sits up and reaches for James’ belt. He unfastens it and the black jeans then pushes them and his briefs 


down over his hips. 


"Not wasting any time, are you?" James’ grin falters slightly as Lars circles the base of his cock with his 
thumb and forefinger. 


"Nope. You have a lot of convincing to do, min skat. At least a couple of hours’ worth." Lars smiles up at him 


innocently then moves forward and closes his lips around James’ shaft. 


Two hours, forty-three minutes later. 


James thrusts himself harder and faster into Lars, pumping his Danish cock with the same ferocity. "Oh 
ffffuck," Lars hisses. "Oh fffuck, I'm gonna..James..oh FUCK!" Lars yells, his green eyes widening as he explodes 
all over James’ hand and both their stomachs. "Jaaaames," Lars drawls as his body shudders for the third 
time. "Oh my fucking God..fuck" 

James pulls his dirty hand away from Lars' softening and completely spent cock as he continues thrusting out 
of his ass. His grunts become louder with each push. He adjusts his angle slightly and hits Lars where the 
drummer loves it most. Lars moans breathily, James hitting his P-spot again and again. The singer's grunts and 
moans speed up, and with one final vicious thrust, he stiffens and empties himself into Lars. 


"Fuuuuuck," he drawls before collapsing on top of his lover. 


James buries his nose against the side of Lars’ neck, their chests heaving in unison, hot shuddering breath 
ghosting over each other's sweaty skin 


When their breathing calms to something closely resembling normal, James pushes himself up on to an elbow 


and looks down at the incredibly sated and relaxed Dane. "Please tell you're convinced." 


"Babe, | was convinced an hour ago," Lars says with a shit-eating grin. "I just wanted to see how badly you 
wanted me to go. Now | know." 


"You little Danish fucker," James sneers before his lips curl up into a smile. 
"Yeah, but you love me," Lars grins before pressing his red, swollen lips to James’. 


"Yeah, | do," he says, kissing him back. 


END 


